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whether we're beggars or not." He smiled up at De Bouille.
"You go ahead of me/' he said. "It would be better not to be
seen together."

He nodded back to De Bouille's embarrassed 'good night!'
and sat on, pensively disarranging the cards into new chaos.
He would have to be riding in an hour or two. He ought to
write a letter to Sophie and tell her who had been at Aachen,
at the King's reception. He looked through the door at the
crowd of well-dressed beggars round the empty buffet, whose
titles would please little Sophie. He wondered how soon he
might be joining them in exile if the trick should fail. But he
had meant what he said to De Bouille: there was someone,
someone even dearer than Sophie, for whom he dreaded the
results of failure far more than he dreaded them for himself.

As lie rose at last, he saw that D'Artois had detached himself
from the fast-dwindling group next door and was standing on
the threshold of the card-room.

"Now you needn't scowl at me, Axel," said D'Artois. "I've
only come with a message from King Gustav about your silly
trick. He says it shouldn't be either Spades or Diamonds."
He squinted at Fersen as if still hoping to be let into the secret.
"I don't know what he meant," he went on peevishly, "but he
said, 'Tell Axel that if his trick succeeds, it will be because it
is the Queen of Hearts."'